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the voice of his own father! He flung himself off his saddle as
quiet as his little legs would let him, ran to his father, knelt
down before him, besought him to forgive him, and begged him
to take Ms horse and ride home. The king took the horse, but
Pm sorry to say he only abused his son, and rode home as sulky
as possible,
However he came soon to be in a good-humour, acknowledged
that his son Prince Short-legs was an honest fellow, and forgave
him, and they fought some battles together, not against each
other, but riding bravely side by side.
So having prospered in all his undertakings, and being a great
Prince and going to wage war against the French King, who had
offended him, and whose dominions he vowed to set in a flame,
the famous King William of England, having grown very fat in
his old age, received a hurt while riding, which made him put a
stop to his projects of massacring the Frenchmen, for he felt that
his hour of death was come.
As usual, after a life of violence, blood, and rapine, he began
to repent on his death-bed; uttered some religious sentences
which the chroniclers have recorded, and gave a great quantity of
the money which he had robbed from the people to the convents
and priests.
The moment the breath was out of the great king's body, all
the courtiers ran off to their castles expecting a war. All the
abbots went to their abbeys, where they shut themselves up.
All the shopkeepers closed their stalls, looking out for riot and
plunder, and the king's body being left quite alone, the servants
pillaged the house where he lay, leaving the corpse almost naked
on the bed. And this was the way they served the greatest man
in Christendom! (Mwh smutm, in the midst of which the
lecturer retired)